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EDITOR’S FOREWORD

This second issue of Nadwah features a
number of new poets not featured in the
first issue. While Nadwah focuses
predominantly on poetry written and
translated into English and Arabic, this
issue gives voice to poets from different
parts of the world who write in languages
other than English and Arabic, such as
Chinese, German and Russian.

This issue introduces a new direction of
Nadwah: all submitted poems will be
translated into either English or Arabic.
This will be our goal and policy for future
issues, and 1 hope this maximizes the
benefit for all poets involved.  Thus,
henceforth, Nadwah will be divided into
two sections only: Poetry in English
Translation and Poetry in Arabic
Translation.

Nadwah wholeheartedly welcomes all
poets and translators to send in quality
works for the upcoming issues. Works
may include poetry in English or Arabic or
translated poetry from any language into
either English or Arabic. Poems heavily
saturated with linguistic complexities
might be unsuitable for Nadwah.
Furthermore, we ask poets to refrain from
political or ideological content that falls
outside of our universal humanistic
approach. We encourage all poets to
address human suffering without
politicizing a universal issue.

The magazine also welcomes scholars who
would like to contribute a preface to an
issues, so long as the preface will touch
upon either poetry or translation or both.

With this selection of formidable poetry,
we leave 2018 and step into 2019 with a
higher hope and a deeper determination
for contributing our small part toward a
more poetic world.

Sayed Gouda
Changchun, China
1 December 2018
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION

SONGS OF LONGING AND EXILE
)

1
In days passed,
ears of maize danced a close dance with
the water of assurance.
Under the saplings of old times, I used to
foresee
the harvest of the following year brought
in in abundance.
I knew answers would come
and be followed by questions.
I knew that the seas were the mirrors of
the skies,
and graves matured the mid-wives’ craft.
I knew,
knew...

and now overwhelmed I am by great grief.

2

I have no songs,

no commandments to keep in a book.

The sand has taught me how to pick a
flower

and talk to it about the passing of the
clouds.

The sea said to me: Don’t pay heed to the

call of the mirror
I am nothing but a glimpse
flashing for a moment on the waves of

absence.

SALAH ELEWA - HONG KONG
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION

3

You were a child, full of innocence,

and life was whispering its words to you.

There was only one sense

for the sky to be blue.

The wind was not meticulous

in describing its own chores.

You knew that the clouds were shepherds’
prayers,

that the sun was leaving at night

returning to its youngsters.

You were like little birds

nestling in their mother’s cuddle

if once the stars drowned in darkness,

and the earth was shaken to its core.

4

Who am [ to spill the jars of dew

in the hidden linings of clouds?

Who am [ to say: Kill your yesterday,

and raise your dream on the hills of the
stars?

Who am 1?

Who am [?

All the days of my life have collapsed

like the autumn’s drunk sorcerers.

All my steps have fallen

like fragile questions

into the cracks of apprehension.
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION

5

Would it not be better then

to see what the drums can see?

Would it not be better

to stay in the company of snow and

ember,

and travel on the ode of the earth,

roaming in the dust of horses?

Would it not be better?

Here you are, hearing the life water

hum like blind longing.

Here you are, seeing the hand of
conclusion

snuff out the candles of hope

and lit up the harbour of departure.

6

My few friends did not leave flowers to
the ears of maize.

They all pass on sadness, complete,
glittering in anxious fantasy.

They all collect the peel of tales,
and pick up axes, exhausted from
chopping the wood of the family.
They all know the shortcuts

to the wedding ceremony,

to the corn field,

to the guillotine.
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION

7

I buy fish,

and prepare the evening drink.
I choose a candle,

and wet its shoulders with light.
The wind repeatedly knocks on the door of
my solitude,

and the night tells me

that [ am lonely.

Silence says to me:

You

and this drink

and these candles...

have no friends.

Translated from Arabic by Sayed Gouda
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION

SOME OF THE VILLAGE BOY’S
SONGS

1
This village boy writes down his sadness,

his melancholy song provokes the tears of

clouds.

He shepherds the sheep of the night, he
travels in sorrow,

but he opens his fortress to love.

Life is spent in exhaustion,

and he almost draws his Eden by the
ember of sadness. [I don’t understand
this, but I can guess]

2

Ever since love selected him, it was said
that it led him astray.

He goes on talking to his shadow in the
desert.

We see him draw in his notebook of
sadness:

a small heart enveloped by crescents.
His moan floats from the violin’s pain,
and his clothes are wet from his tears.
Like candleholders melting from so much
SOITOW

that dies in the occupied land of dreams.
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION

3

A door, a window, a single heart,

and a hand to whom a hand stretched out
with no fear.

In love, nothing matters but the heart’s

hot flames

and the joy of an approaching

rendezvous.

4
With a cane in my hand, son, I guide the
sheep.
A dry loaf of bread in my hand,
as dry as the tyrants’ hearts.
The water of my dignity comes from the
well of this land,
a holy land blessed by God!
Therefore, the song of life will go on

forever,
in spite of the sorrows of life.
5
Your sorrow is hard and your wishes are
hard.

You move from one expatriation to
embrace another.
The doors of your heart are marked by
desertion,
and the tragedy of the lover’s heart
consumes his heart.
You still draw the face of each of the
beloved ones
who once rejected your love and still
remember your defeat.

ASHRAF QASIM - EGYPT

3

3 e 353085 O
!’Qdﬁ&am\@.@

¢ Ao 6 g g Y G 3
1 e sl 5 oS ) d i

4

ool ) S
Vsdall JU T O glas
&;’w\;dﬁu};’})\éiﬁﬂy

YUY S ddie o

Lt deel e gl Jsb e 10
ML O o

5
Lo Sbilals Sl Cas
L pamd gl b e
5L ole e LB Gl il
PRERIES YN [P I
Lo Sy ey e
LS deneS s ) pa oo




POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION

Memories are a desert without borders,
Yet its spacious paths are too narrow to
contain you.
You sing, and the melody flows like a
lover’s tear
that ascends to be closer to Allah.

6
A beloved one would say to her lover:
Enough!
He would reply: Leila! My heart does not
have enough!
Your palms are the shores of my comfort;
Your eyes are the destination of my
journey.
If people betray, my heart would not.
She weeps and he wipes off the two
teardrops she shed
to extinguish the heart’s embers,
but they remained aflame.

7
The same question has returned now: Do
you love me?
The answer is still the same: I adore you!
O you, a ray of light on my pillow,
a door that will lead me to the gates of
hermits.
Your eyes are like a sea of dew and my
heart is a sailor;
They are like light glittering from the
orbit’s illumination.

10
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION

8
They adore you, go to them and leave
me alone,
like a sad melody coming out of a sad
heart.
No matter how much you pretend to
be far, I know that
only I am in your heart above all others.

9

Dreams will travel and leave;

nothing will remain in the end

but the sadness of cinder.

We’ll still pant after a deceitful illusion,
the language of a mirage occupies us,
and in this country,

the night chooses us.

10
She said: Is this love? I said: Seems so!
She said: Flames. I said: The fire of
paradise!
She said: It comes on us suddenly and
steals our joy,
for its horses gallop with no reigns.
I said: Horsemen are found in battlefields,
no victory comes without a sword!
Translated from Arabic by Sayed Gouda
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION
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DUMU LUOFEI - HONG KONG

THOUSANDS OF MILES OF
SCENERY AND HIDDEN HEART

As sacred as Sumeru Mountain

Thousands of miles’ sights being hidden in
the heart.

Either waiting for a helmsman to control
the world

To exchange a lifetime,

Or feeding time selflessly

To please the late comers.

GOLDEN LOTUS

In the water of fish

Dream as a dream

Every thought is approaching

Every drop of tear

Become Buddha

You are in the body of God

Witnessing

The humbleness of the abstinent and the
vanity of the carnalist.

TEN MILES OF DONG TIAN

In early puberty

Like a bear in a raincoat

The goal is the sky

The owner of your desert

I heard the cheers of the three thousand
soldiers

I must be loved the rest of my life

You are the king

The richness of the ten miles and the two
sides of the Taiwan Straits

I'll give it to you.

KISSED

It is one life dating another life.

Bathing in the love river

Forgetting everything in their joy

Two fish string together

From then on, you are no longer the other.

Translated from Chinese by Gui Qingyang

eem——t—

12

StsetmmmeStT



POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION
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2005.4.16.

YUNU - CHINA

SOMETHING

I like something, at first it took
shape in my head. When you came
it had just taken shape, like you. It’s
always
cautious, when it walks it never
uses its legs, it lets its legs become a
form
of self-negation. You stand there
shaking your head. I know
what you mean. I stroke it
out of desire, I don’t care what it is. I find
a craftsman to create something
in its image, I want to use it
to make something to mock you. But
right now [ still
don’t know what it is, or where it is

it’s a thing but it isn’t any object at all

4.16.2005

Translated from Chinese by Romaine Scott
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION

COH NAMATH

Mopon npupopa naxHeT
KpPOBbIO,

pOCOW 1 CMepPTbiO TOW BOWHbI,
M HepasragaHHo 60NbHO

B AepeBbAX NpopacTakoT CHb,

He JoneTeslIMe K conpgaram,
3acTbiBlWNM B 6e3aHe Ha bery, —
M 3TO A 13 aBTomaTta

BO CHe CTpenAto, Kak Mory.

W TpeyronsHoOro KoHeepTa
MHE He O0XAaTbCA B CUHEBE.
A 3gecb n TaM — B paspbiBax BeTpa,

6nucTatowero Ha Hese

BMHOM 3aKaTHOro 3abBseHbA,
BUHOW CUHABUHCKUX 60OMOT.
M aHren no3pgHero cnaceHbs —

Hal KpacHO3BE3OHbIN CaMONéT.

ALEXEY FILIMONOY - RUSSIA

DREAM OF MEMORY

At times nature smells of blood,
of dew and of this War’s death,
and dreams of unsolved pain

grow through trees,

not having reached the soldiers,
who were frozen in the abyss on the run,
and it is [ who from a machine gun

shoots in dreams, like I can.

I will never see a three-cornered letter
reach me in the dark blue.
I’m here and there - in gusts of wind,

shining on the Neva

With the wine of sunset oblivion,
with the guilt of Sinyavinsky swamps.
And the angel of late salvation -

our red-starred plane.

30. 03. 2010
Translated from Russian. by Molly

Zuckerman and Madeline Tingle
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION

der dichter
i"ve been to the zoo.
1 said, 1"ve been to the zoo.
MISTER, I'VE BEEN TO THE ZOO!
Edward Albee

geiibten gangs der immergleichen schritte
(was dich am gehen hilt ist keine raserei
von aullen das umkreisen einer mitte

von innen sind dir kreise einerlei)

vergleichst du dich mit tieren hinter gittern
mit grofen katzen vorzugsweise die noch
jung
und doch schon abgestumpft bis auf das
zittern
in feuchten flanken vor der fiitterung.

das bild ist schon (der blick unendlich
miide
das fell von seidenmattem glanz) und halt
was es verspricht, die edle attitiide:
gefangen und gelangweilt von der welt.

du vergifit: die tiere kennen es nicht anders.
im zoo geboren ist der zoo die welt.

auch wenn du noch so lange wanderst

der kéfig ist was dich am leben hilt.

und doch siehst du dich so an triiben tagen
und fillst auf diesen schonen schein herein.
nicht im herzen nein in deinem magen
hor'n die dinge auf zu sein.

man wirft dir fleisch tagtiglich durch die
stibe

zu fressen hast du also und warum

wiinscht du dir daB es keine stibe gébe?

die freiheit bringt dich doch nur um.

NICOLAI KOBUS - GERMANY

I've been to the zoo.

1 said, I've been to the zoo.
MISTER, I'VE BEEN TO THE
Z00!

Edward Albee

a practiced gait of all the same old steps
(what keeps you walking on is not running
amok
from the outside the circling of a centre
from inside, circles mean nothing to you)

you compare
yourself with creatures behind bars

with big cats preferably those who are

still young

yet already dulled, except for the trembling
in dampened flanks

before their feeding time.

the picture stuns (the gaze so very tired,
the fur of silky satin gloss) and keeps
what it promises, the noble attitude:

to be imprisoned and bored by the world.

you forget: the animals do not know better.
born in the zoo, the zoo now is the world.
no matter how long you might wander

still it is the cage that keeps you alive.

yet it’s how you see

yourself on dismal days

and you fall for this beautiful pretense.
not in the heart no it’s in your stomach
things are ceasing to exist.

they throw meat to you daily through the
bars
something to devour you have then why
do you still wish that there were no bars at
all?
freedom will only kill you then.
Translated from German by Birgit Linder
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POETRY IN ARABIC TRANSLATION MARTIN ALEXANDER - UK

SMASHING UP THE GRAND PIANO

In Grandma’s house when we arrived on leave

the grand piano yawned and woke from two years’ sleep
and bared its gleaming teeth — black-gapped and white —
sprawled out, a friendly beast across the sunny parlour floor.

There was a box of sandstone bricks

for building castles by the fire. We had a

satisfying way of making thunder for our cannon

with a fist of lower keys until the staircase thundered too
with Mummy’s tread: “Don’t touch it!”” and we stopped.

The whole house hummed the taut strings’ tune

when Daddy played sonatas on our last night in that room
— every note touched lovingly like trembling light and air —
and Mummy leaned with eyes that gleamed

and smiled that wicked smile behind the curtain of her hair.

When Grandma died the grand piano
swelled its bulk to fill the tiny Highgate flat,
absorbed the little light and bullied all the crowded room.

Its lid was weighted shut with books and wedding photographs -
my mum and dad both still alive in black and white,

the old ones dead and fading faintly into yellow like the pegs
that filled the grand piano’s wide and sulky mouth.

At the end of one summer mum was sick
and no-one came to tune the strings.

Father banged out booming muftled thunder -
angry rock and shaky ragtime tunes,

the bloody pedal held down far too long.

And then the music stopped.

16



POETRY IN ARABIC TRANSLATION MARTIN ALEXANDER - UK
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POETRY IN ARABIC TRANSLATION MARTIN ALEXANDER - UK

My mother died that English spring, the age I am today.
My father went abroad to work. We cleared the flat.
The bits and books were taken home, or sold

or carried to the skip that we had hired. We drank.

The old piano - Boosey - had a name that fit the time
but no-one wanted it or had the room.

Some smudgy men appeared and fingered what
was left. They wanted fifty quid we did

not have to haul it down the path. They’d take
it to the tip, or so they said. It stayed.

At first it was screwdrivers and blisters on our palms.

The lids. The legs and pedal spindles. The body on the floor
and all the length of keys and hammers dragged

and twisted out and lugged along the path.

Varnish thick with polish, immaculate for all those years -
clawed.

Then other hammers and a borrowed saw. We smashed it up.

I keep with me a dozen stubs of keys —
a memory like my mother’s jaundiced skin.

The night before she died her eyes were closed
and thunder — really — rolled far off. Of all

the many light and loving words she spoke
only the last three remain: “Don’t touch me”.

Half a world and life away my mother’s
wedding photograph is here, upon my wall —
the eyes alert, direct, not weak; about

to wrinkle in a smile, about to reach

the mischief round the mouth — about to speak.
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appointed time

there is an appointed time

for every change under heaven,

such as when spring rises

and falls again in June.

and such as when the sun throws shadows

and wanes them again into the moon.

where the woodpecker pecks

at the border of the night,

there we throw our bliss into morning’s arms,
and there we wait for our fate to rise.

we cast our sorrows onto the wings of the early doves,
until peace falls back, quiet like snow.

the smell of farewells rises from furrowed fields
and falls into rightful words.

yet, do you remember how often

hope lay in our way like a trap?

we, too, have fallen and endured.

we, too, have been clothed in change.

we, too, have grown ever deeper.

we, too, have an appointed time.
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Birgit Bunzel is a German poet, Sinologist and Professor of Literature and Translation. Her first
collection of poetry Shadows in Deferment won the first prize in an international poetry
competition held by Proverse Publishing. She has two collection of poetry and many of her poems
have been published in many poetry periodicals. She is currently a Professor of Comparative
Literature at Northeast Normal University (NENU) in Changchun, China.
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PORTRAIT OF ANYMPH, TRANSFORMED

I never asked for this,

in all my begging for protection.

To be rooted, the age of my
slim self marking my skin

in concentric circles, not

the ripples of a stone Jywa (&, )i-:;- gy
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Let us move from lonely to alone

Walk into crowded spaces and be

one of them - any them —

Go back to the same place until they expect our face
Salesgirls, bartenders, bank-tellers
All the public people

Counters that tick for anyone — everyone —

You know the man who runs the corner shop

And the guard with no name who knows you by your floor

Give friendly strangers the liberties you give strange friends

From love to rugby to poetry, don’t join the club

Don’t decide don’t divide
Home is where the heart 1s and the heart is full of habit

Hum the school-songs that failed to teach you to love your country
Pack up your loneliness and shift it from place to place
Into the unknown

Voices at the other end of random phone numbers

Leave your eyes on in the dark
Stare back
Sleepwalk
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AT THE INTERSECTION 5PM
--Wanchai, Hong Kong

I pause as the pile driver

pounds bedrock 80 beats

per minute. The Adagio

metronome of the Walking Man
ticks. At the intersection

a blue open-backed delivery
truck—brittle baskets of persimmons
ripe as the amber light. Time

stops wringing its hands.

A blonde stranger

steps off the concrete

island, opposite side.

A double-decker—boulder

dislodged by a slow

avalanche of red taxis,

blank-windowed white mini-vans

rolls left around the traffic island.

The bus, its two-story rise,

passengers staring at phones

in lit windows—rolls forward

over the stranger’s foot. Knocks her
onto her knees,

then into a full body

kowtow like the beggar

with no arms, no legs who flops,

the seal on the pedestrian bridge

to the Immigration Tower.

Two women in lace blouses, shawls
layering hijabs,

an old man in a wool toque

leaning on his cane—

are already lifting

the blonde stranger to her feet

KATE ROGERS - CANADA

while I sprint around the bus.
The old man lifts his mobile

to his mouth.
The women in hijabs nod at me, cross
with the green Walking Man
as the blonde stranger slumps
against the island railing—
perched on one foot
like a sleeping egret. The darkness
she saw under the bus
smudged her orbits purple. Her eyes
sink into the sockets of her skull
fading blue like the sky. They meet mine
as I take her arm—another woman
wanderer. We wait together
for the siren’s wail.

TRt
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CITY OF SEEKING

PAULINE BURTON - UK

You reached the ferry before me, and paid the fare —
Like every trip you made, you were there so early.
Others were there between us

As the strong tide pulled you out, slowly but surely.

I had no parting gift — nothing you needed,
Nothing but pointless tears from a long forsaking —
Nothing you owned was left but the will to stand —
Stand up and go, as the water swallowed the land

And the sad shore receded.

You reached the ferry before me. Now I’m running
Through midnight streets to find you, asking the way
From silent faces I pass, taking the wrong turning
Into an empty day —

And I know, between sleeping and waking

It’s not so strange that I wander, unrecognized, lost
In a restless city of seeking

Where I am the ghost.
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MARIA OH! AN ODE.
ALAN JEFFERIES - AUSTRALIA

|

Oh you are so cute and petite
what am I doing here

with my big giraffe's head

& bad breath,

chewing marijuana leaves

rolling in my old jacket on the grass

by the chicken shed,

driven mad by the moon.

I ask myself

what could you possibly want from me?
love, fame...

disease?

certainly not money.

I

Perhaps you don’t want anything from
me

perhaps my disturbing look is enough
my bad posture, my insidious grin

but no!

I will be surprised if you stay another
day.

I've been saying this for weeks

yet every night we meet

& everyday, on the beach

I am the fisherman with the rotten jaw

& you are the woman made from bright
seashells

ALAN JEFFERIES - AUSTRALIA

111
Oh Maria!

Maria Montez

with a name like that

you must be the chosen one.
You are everything a man could ever
wish for

at sixteen you are a pop tune

at seventeen a motion picture

at nineteen you run your own massage
parlour.

One day you’re going to be an actress

and when I’m old and uglier than [ am
now

(if that’s at all possible)
I will see you on my TV set
and cry out in my sleep

“Oh Maria! Maria Montez!

You are a pop song incarnate”.

v

I was right, you have simply disappeared
like spring, like a song from the Top-
Forty.

Maria, please come back
you are irresistible, like sugar

my teeth have fallen out
you infect me with your sweetness.

Come back!

if only for a day

my poetry and I are missing you.
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TENGMALM'S (FUNERAL) OWL*

The light was poor in the early afternoon,
up there in Scotland's highland north,

as we drove to the stone cairns, eager

to see what was there.

The quality of light

gave more the impression

of absence of sun, ) )

than anything in our previous experience;
not simpg/ reflecting the time of day:
suggested indeed

that there never

was any sun up there, at all.

The cairns were easy to find:
each a careful smallish pile of stones,
a bit like an igloo.

You played a man's part;
led the way and crawled inside
to see what was there, what it was like.

"Find out for yourself!"
you said, when you emerged
and I asked the obvious question.

Fearfully,
I placed my head and shoulders
in through the opening

and experienced
nothing.

Nothing.

No presences. No ghosts from the past.
No anger at intrusion. No overwhelming
sorrow, felt

for their long separation from life.

No joy at the solace that our company—
however briefly—brought.

Nothing battened on the fresh blood

of our warm pulses

or 1(()1ur cheeks, reddened by the summer's
cold.

I guess they were too far distant from us.

Distant in time.

But also in their thoughts;
in their preoccupations.

There was nothing in us

that they recognized

(in that brief space of time,
when we were there)

that they could use as a platform
to build communication on.

The tuning fork of our apprehensions

GILLIAN BICKLEY - UK

may have struck on their
dust,

compacted with the stones
where they still may have
sheltered

from their Neolithic times.

But we could not hear

the sound they made, thus
struck,

far less, distinguish the key

in which their resonances spoke.

It was a strongly absent experience
of nothing;

powerful enough
to emerge thousands of miles away,
eighteen years on,
on a hot Sunday afternoon
of blazing sun
here in Hong Kong;

where ancestors are closely felt
and cherished,

held tight within the family.
Have you finally

found a way to talk to us,

after all?

I must ponder what you are seeking to say.
The line may be open now,

bu;n no message has come through,

yet.

I think back again:

to the straight narrow road
across a flat, bare, grassed landscape,
with no distant view;

the absence of light

intensifying )

as we returned from the non-experience
of our visit;

and to the sudden astonishing epiphany
of a small owl,

sitting on a low wire, skirting the road;
its soft, pale-cream feathers,
interspersed with pale brown,

reflecting the dipped headlights of our
slow hire-car,
bumping up from a slight dip,

as we returned to the hotel;

with its unnecessary five-course early
dinner,

poorly-acting, purple-coloured jacuzzi
and morning newspapers received in the
mid afternoon.

TR
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SONNET 2. THE SNAIL

Upon the well-walked path, the snail faced north.
A trail of slime spread from the south-faced wall.
One eyestalk lay apart, spread over earth,

The logarithmic spiral crushed in fall.

I bent to help the snail to safer ground:
It shrivelled from a touch it could but sense

And curled, returning through its own new wounds,

Within a structure failed in its defence.

To writhe and trust its safety to the known:
Unlearned, instinctive, mute response to fear.
‘What comment on what all of us become,
And what a strangely human metaphor;

How, like that snail, we curl into a past
Of useless shells that broke, protecting us.

ANDREW BARKER -

UK
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The cover painting is courtesy of poet and artist Birgit Bunzel
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